THE    QUESTING    BEAST
One be-medalled and be-spurred staff officer who had never
seen a shell fired in his life, and who was the chief offender,
told me he knew Lord Curzon, Mr. Balfour, etc., when I
remonstrated with him. I asked him if he knew anything
about the war. He was annoyed, and so was I. I stayed
a month at Boulogne dishing out visas and doing other
things. One day a Frenchwoman arrived who wanted a
visa for herself, daughter and maid. There were special
instructions about maids at that time, and I had reason to
believe she was going to obtain employment in England,
so I refused the maid a visa. Whereupon the woman
became excited and said she was a countess. I said that
as a Socialist I did not mind what she was; besides, such
tides did not legally count in France. She wept and
raved. She said she had letters from Generals and
Admirals. I told her that meant nothing to me. She
went away. A week later I was sent a complete report
of our conversation from Paris, asking me for comments.
I replied that the report was amazingly accurate. How-
ever, I was immediately recalled and sacked without a word
of explanation, being told incidentally that she had com-
plained to Lord Birkenhead, whom she knew. When
one realizes how impossible it is to get rid of a Chairman
of a Court of Referees who treats the unemployed like dirt,
and how easy it was for me to be sacked, one realizes there
must be ways and means. However, I had done according
to my instructions, though perhaps not with the patience
or tact necessary for countesses, and I did not mind very
much. I went to London and took part in a charity
matinee at the Apollo, which I enjoyed.
Like  Rimbaud,  I  again returned home and  spent
Christmas there.   My friend of regimental days, GX,B.,
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